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Son of the Front Wing, whose rays of promised glory shine
like diamonds, heir to the White Umbrella that shelters this kingdom,
the gem of this universe! My people and my ministers accuse you
of disturbing the peace of the country with your wild behaviour.
You are accused of robbing some and ill-treating all. Look out of the
window, there are people in terror and in distress who demand
your punishment. Without deceit and without hiding anything, tell
your father the truth, my beloved son.

WIZAYA. My mighty father, who renders sweet justice from your
throne adorned with carvings of budding lilies of the valley, king
worthy to be the elder brother of all glorious rulers, monarch destined
to be a god in the next existence! Your loved son has always been
taught to tell the truth by his beloved parents. Father, I have read the
famous Jatakas of Thuwunnashan and Thotpadaka, which illustrate the
virtue of fearlessly telling the truth, of upholding the truth. I promise
you faithfully, royal father, to answer all your questions truthfully.

KING. Good son, tell me at once whether my ministers' reports
about you are true.

WIZAYA. Let me submit, my lord, let me submit this to your ears.
Your ministers fail in their duty, they tell you untruth. Half-truth is
untruth, my loved lord. Their reports regarding me are too mild,
they have not told you all that I have done. They have told you only
a thousandth part of my wild doings. Your people are all liars,
for they^tell you not the whole truth, not all the truth. Your ministers
have not fully reported all my crimes, and therefore they are guilty of
negligence. I beg you to dismiss them at once, my lord.

KING. Flags of my kingdom, learned ministers who ably perform
your many duties, as you realize, I have brought up my two sons
with loving care. Let alone scolding them, I have not even once
frowned on them. But it seems, my lords, that my first-born is
a youth doomed to a life of wickedness and crime, a prince not worthy
of the name, a person who excels hi foolishness and stupidity. Perhaps
I am to blame for loving him too much, perhaps I have spoiled
him by sparing the rod. But I am being punished, for as you have
just heard and witnessed, in full audience he has shamed me. I must
follow the custom of the rulers of the land and sea, powerful kings,
and must not love my son more than my people. As his guilt is
proved, and as he has been ill-treating my loyal subjects, I have no
choice but to punish him at once. My noble lords, seize Wizaya and his
seven hundred retainers, and execute them without a moment's delay.